Breathe With Me 


Author: Ghost-Dance 


Bands: Foo Fighters 


Characters: Dave Grohl, Taylor Hawkins 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Dec 25 2016 14:38:10 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 


Author's note: This story is set in the days leading up to the famous Wembley shows. 


The show had been so fucking good; the crowd had been amazing, the band had been tight and the sound in the venue 
had been spot on Dave waved at the crowd as the band took their end of show bow, thousands of happy faces smiled 
up at him, thousands of voices cheering, thousands of hands clapping, and Dave felt his heart swell with love. This is 
what he lived for, not for the fame, not the money, but for the live shows where he could connect with his fans, 


where for one night he was with these people sharing an experience. One last bow then off the stage straight into the 


van that would take him and the rest of the band back to their hotel. 
"Holy shit," Taylor gabbed a towel from the seat and wiped his sweat streaked face, "that was fucking awesome." 
"That crowd was fucking on it." Chris gulped from a bottle of water. "Best show of the tour." 


Nate grinned at his bandmates. "We were all fucking on it." 


Dave leaned back in his seat, he was so fucking pumped from the show, the adrenaline was still coursing through his 
blood and he couldn't wait to get back to the hotel bar. With three days off between shows they could afford to get 
wasted tonight, which was exactly what he planned to do. 
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Dave was on his forth beer, each beer had been followed by a whiskey chaser, and he was finally starting to come 
down from his post show high. He smiled at the assembled band and crew, everyone was relaxed and happy and it felt 


good to spend some time chilling out. 


"Next stop Wembley." Chris pushed a whiskey across the table towards Dave. "Two fucking nights at Wembley stadium. 
Who'd have thought we could sell out one night let alone two." 


"That place is fucking huge," Taylor grinned, "holds 15,000 or some fucking big number." 
"It holds 86,000," Nate said, "so over the two nights that's 112,000 people." 
"Holy fucking shit." Taylor's mouth dropped open. "That's a lot of fucking people." 


Dave drained his whisky, enjoying the warm sensation as the alcohol slid down his throat. "And it's all being filmed for a 
DVD so that will be a few hundred thousand more people who get to see the show." 


"Then we'd better not fuck it up, that's a lot of fucking people to say sorry to if we fuck it up" Chris laughed 
A wave of dizziness washed over Dave, he grabbed onto the table to steady himself as the room spun around him. 
"You ok D?" Taylor asked. "You look as white as a sheet" 

Dave closed his eyes and swallowed hard. "I think that last whiskey was a mistake. 

Chris grinned "Maybe you should stick to beer for the rest of the night" 

"Maybe you should eat something," Nate said, "your blood sugar has probably dropped” 


Taylor sniggered. "Thank you for your diagnosis Doctor Mendel. You want to come and examine me? | seem to have 


something big growing in my pants." 

"Fuck off T" Nate growled. 

Dave opened his eyes, the room wasn't spinning any more but he felt really weird. 

"I think I'm going to call it a night" Dave pulled himself to his feet and was surprised to find his legs felt wobbly. 


"You gonna be ok?" Taylor's eyes were tight with concern. 


"Yeah, l'm just tired" Dave forced a smile on his face. "I'm fine T." 


Dave made his way out of the bar towards the elevators, his legs felt like jello and he felt vaguely sick, maybe he'd 
eaten something that didn't agree with him. The elevator doors opened, Dave stumbled inside and pressed the button 
for the I2th floor, he leant against the back wall as the doors closed and the car rose up the elevator shaft. The 
journey only lasted a minute, if that, but by the time the doors opened again Dave was breathing heavily and he felt 
even more weird He pulled the swipe card for his room out of his pocket but his fingers felt numb and he had 
trouble getting the card in the slot under the door handle. He felt a bubble of fear in his stomach, what the fuck was 
wrong with him? After three failed attempts he finally got the card in the slot, he all but fell into his room dropping 
to his knees as another wave of dizziness hit him. Dave knew there was something seriously wrong with him, his heart 
was pounding in his chest, it was racing so fast that he thought it would burst out through his ribcage, and he was 
shaking so much couldn't get to his feet. He crawled across the floor towards the bed, it was only a few feet away 
but it looked like a mile to him as his vision swam in and out of focus, and when he finally made it he collapsed against 
the footboard. His chest now felt tight, like it was being squeezed in a vice, and he was gasping for air as he struggled 
to draw oxygen in to his lungs. Tears rolled down his face as fear gnawed at him; he was going to suffocate, he was 


going to die, he curled up on the floor in a ball as he closed his eyes and waited to die. 
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"Dave, Dave." 

The voice was faint, like it was coming through a bad phore line. 

"D, look at me, please D open your eyes." 


Dave knew the voice, it was Taylor's voice, and as he became aware of the voice he also became aware of hands 


gently stroking his hair. He opened his eyes to find Taylor kneeling beside him. 


"Shhh, you don't need the hospital." 

A wave of dread rushed through Dave, he was dying and Taylor wasn't going to help him. The thought made his chest 
tighten even further, he could no longer speak and he began to cry, tears running down his face as he silently pleaded 
with his friend to call an ambulance. 


Taylor reached out and took Dave's hand in his own. "It's a panic attack D." 


Dave stared at his drummer, surely Taylor had gotten that wrong, he'd had stage fright before but he'd never felt 
like this, not so he couldn't breath, not so he felt like he was going to die. 


"D | know it feels like you are dying but it's a panic attack" Taylor placed his other hand under Dave's chin, raising it 
so he looked him in the eye. "Slow your breathing down, take a deep breath in through your nose and let it out slowly 
through you mouth." 


Sweat roll down Dave's face mingling with his tears, this couldn't be a panic attack, there was something seriously 


wrong with him, Taylor had it wrong. He opened his mouth to speak but Taylor cut him off 
"Trust me Dave," Taylor squeezed his hand, * just take it slow and breathe. 

Taylor drew in a long deep breath through his nose then let it out slowly through his mouth 

"Just like that Dave, in through the nose out through the mouth. In and out, in and out" 

Dave focused on Taylor, he forced himself to try and slow his breathing copying Taylor's pattern 
"Thats it D, long slow breaths in and out" Taylor's voice was low and gentle. "Breathe in, breathe out 


The tightness in Dave's chest loosened slightly and he found he could finally get air into his lungs, he gasped trying to 


suck in as much oxygen as he could. 


"No D, long deep breaths, like this." Taylor repeated the breathing exercise and moved his hand to place it flat against 
Dave's chest. "Take it easy and focus on your breathing. Breathe with me D" 


The touch of Taylor's hand on his chest was somehow comforting, in the midst of the maelstrom of fear Taylor's 


touch grounded him and calmed him. 
"That's good D, keep breathing, you're doing great" Taylor smiled. "Just keep breathing” 

With each breath Dave could feel his lungs relax, after a few minutes he was no longer gasping for air. 
"What..the. fuck?" Dave finally had the breath to speak but his voice was strained as he wheezed out the words. 
"You are having a panic attack D" Taylor squeezed Dave's hand again "Just breath through it! 

"Panic attack..about what?" 

Taylor shrugged. "I don't know for sure but | think it is about the Wembley shows.” 


"Wembley." The word came out as a whisper and a chill swept through Dave making him shiver. "All those 


That feeling of panic bubbled up again, the thought of the Wembley shows terrified him. 


"| can't do it T, | can't play Wembley." Dave began to shake and his heart started to pound against his ribs. 
"D you need to calm down,’ Taylor stood up, pulling Dave to his feet. "Lay on the bed and try to relax." 


Dave stumbled around the bed, he clambered up and clutched at the comforter with trembling hands. He moaned into 
the pillow as the feeling of dread took over, his breathing tightening by the second. He felt the bed dip, a warm body 


pressed up against his back and an arm slid around his chest pulling him close. 
‘I'm scared T" Dave's voice trembled with fear. 


Its ok," Taylor whispered the words onto the back of Dave's neck, his lips brushing against his skin. "Everything is 
going to be ok" 


Dave eased himself further into the circle of Taylor's arms, he felt safe there. "I'm so fucking scared" 


"It's ok to be scared D, just breathe and relax." 


Taylor's long slender fingerers rubbed small circles over the inside of Dave's wrist, the gentle brush of skin against 
skin had a calming effect allowing Dave to breathe more easily. Taylor continued to stroke Dave's wrist and to whisper 
words of comfort, as the minutes passed the feelings of panic lessened, his heart rate slowed and Dave's body relaxed 


against the drummer's. 
"Ok now?" Taylor murmured in Dave's ear. 
"Better, not as bad as before." Dave whispered. "Can you stay for a while T? | don't want to be on my own" 


"Take your time D, I'm here, l'm not going anywhere." Taylor's lips brushed gentle kisses on Dave's neck "I'll be here 


for as long as you need me." 


Dave turned over so that he was facing Taylor, the drummer smiled at him, a soft smile that had Dave's heart 
beating faster again but for a totally different reason Taylor placed a hand on Dave's cheek, he ran his thumb over 
Dave's beard and across his lips, it sent shivers down Dave's spine. He raised his head, his gaze locking on Taylor's 
hazel eyes, eyes that were like soft pools of light, and he felt the last tendrils of panic disappear under the gaze of 
those beautiful eyes. 


Taylor leaned in; his lips found Dave's, he pressed against them, the tip of his tongue slipping across Dave's bottom lip, 
gently seeking access to his mouth. Dave responded by opening his mouth, Taylor's tongue met his own, the connection 
sent a jolt of electricity racing down his spine. Dave wound his fingers through Taylor's blond hair pulling him closer, 
deepening the kiss as his blond beard rasped against his own. He became lost in the kiss; all other thoughts melted 
away, all his focus was on Taylor's lips, his tongue, all that existed was the kiss. He wasn’t sure how long the kiss 
lasted, it felt like forever, but at some point it ended although Dave could still feel the tingle on his lips, the ghost of 
the kiss. 


"Holy crap." Dave stared at Taylor. "That wos.......unexpected." 
Taylor grinned at him. "But totally amazing, l'm an amazing kisser." 


"But why? What was the kiss for?" Dave still couldn't get his head around kissing his best friend, and he still couldn't 
get the sensation of the kiss out of his head. 


"To calm you down, to make you forget about your panic." 
A smile tugged at the corners of Dave's mouth. "Well it worked. | wasn't thinking about Wembley." 


Taylor snorted a laugh. "That was obvious." 


Taylor rubbed a hand across his beard feigning thought. "I guess | might have to kiss you again" 


Dave smiled. "I never thought | would look forward to having a panic attack" He pulled Taylor into a hug. "Thank you for 
being here T" 


‘lm always here for you D, always. How are you feeling?" 
Dave stifled a giggle. "Now you mention it | do kind of feel a bit panicky." 
Taylor grinned mischievously. "You want the Taylor treatment for panic attacks?" 


"Its the only thing that works." 


Dave melted into the kiss and panic was the furthest thing from his mind. 


